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fortification. After you had passed several courts you
came to the centre, wherein you might behold the
constable himself in his own lodgings, which had
windows fronting to each avenue, and ports to sally
out upon all occasions of prey or defence. In this man-
sion he had for some time dwelt in peace and plenty,
without danger to his person by swallows from above,
or to his palace by brooms from below : when it was
the pleasure of fortune to conduct thither a wandering
bee, to whose curiosity a broken pane in the glass had
discovered itself, and in he went; where, expatiating1
a while, he at last happened to alight upon one of the
outward walls of the spider's citadel; which, yielding
to the unequal weight, sunk down to the very founda-
tion. Thrice he endeavoured to force his passage, and
thrice the centre shook. The spider within, feeling the
terrible convulsion, supposed at first that nature was
approaching to her final dissolution; or else that
Beelzebub,2 with all his legions, was come to revenge
the death of many thousands of his subjects whom
his enemy had slain and devoured. However, he at
length valiantly resolved to issue forth and meet his
fate. Meanwhile the bee had acquitted himself of his
toils, and, posted securely at some distance, was em-
ployed in cleansing his wings, and disengaging them
from the ragged remnants of the cobweb. By this time
the spider was adventured out, when, beholding the
chasms, the ruins, and dilapidations of his fortress,
he was very near at his wit's end; he stormed and
swore like a madman, and swelled till he was ready to
burst. At length, casting his eye upon the bee, and
wisely gathering causes from events, (for they knew

i Wandering.   2 Here, the God of flies.